THE LEAPING LAUGHERS                   George

Barker

WHEN will men again
Lift irresistible fists
Not bend from ends
But each man lift men
Nearer again.

Many men mean
Wellrbut tall walls

Impede, their hands bleed and

They fall, their seed the
Seed of the fallen.

See here the fallen

Stooping over stones over their

Own bones: but all

Stooping doom-beaten.

Whom the noonday washes
Whole, whom the heavens compel

And to whom pass immaculate messages,

How soon will men again

Lift irresistible fists

Impede impediments
Leap mountains, laugh at walls?
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